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party as soon as loyalty to it involved personal sacrifice. I there-
fore asked the Prime Minister to permit me to decline his invitation,
and he accepted my decision with friendly understanding, I
have never doubted, even for a moment, that I chose the right
course.
As soon as the National Government was formed Mr. Mac-
Donald, Mr, Thomas, and Mr. Snowden found themselves
unrestrainedly adored by the Press, and by a class of people who
had hitherto consistently maligned and despised them. They
were at once welcomed in circles from which they had previously
been excluded. Duchesses invited them to their drawing-rooms;
they became heroes in a night. How they must have hated it all!
Had I felt it right to join the Government I might perhaps have
been able to withstand the scorn of my old friends, but I could
not have endured that.
The insincerity of this unusual adoration was soon revealed.
Only a few weeks before the fall of the Labour Government Mr.
Snowden had been described as 'an acidulated Cobdenite pedant';
the day after it fell he had become, according to the Observer,
'the noblest Roman of them all.' But on the day that he resigned
from the National Government he had returned, according to the
Morning Post, to a position of 'cantankerous isolation'; and very
shortly afterwards he had become a 'malevolent little chameleon
who has succeeded in fouling every political nest before he leaves
it.'1 Mr. MacDonald and Mr. Thomas have since heard in public
criticisms concerning them which their new friends had throughout
made in private.
The only criticism that I have made of the Labour ministers
who joined the National Government was that they attacked
unfairly their late colleagues who remained loyal to the Labour
Party. Mr. MacDonald, Mr, Snowden, and Mr. Thomas knew
that the Labour Party, as well as the nation, had to be saved; they
knew that had it been absorbed in the so-called 'National' Govern-
ment its independence as a political force would have been lost
for ever; and they knew that the hearts of hundreds of thousands of
those who had laboured to create and sustain it, and whose dearest
social hopes it embodied, would have been broken. And they
also knew—no one better—that on the ruins of those hopes would
immediately have arisen a powerful, irresponsible, and revolutionary
Communist Party. If that would have been a misfortune for the
1J, T. O'Connor, M.P., quoted in the Daily Herald (yth August 1932).

